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tliree thousand young men at the university, yon mnst not consider it very surprising that I might not recollect you* father.'
* No,' said Yenetia, * perhaps not: and yet I cannot help thinking that he must always have been a person who, if once seen, would not easily have been forgotten.'
'Here is an Erica vagans,' said the Doctor, picking a flower; * it is rather uncommon about here ;' and handing it at the same time to Yenetia.
1 My father must have been very young when he died ? * said Yenetia, scarcely looking at the flower.
'Yes, your father was very young/ he replied.
' Where did he die ? '
' I cannot answer that question.'
4 Where was he buried ? '
' You know, my dear young lady, that the subject is too tender for an;y one to converse with your poor mother upon it. It is not in my power to give you the information yon desire. Be satisfied, my dear Miss Herbert, that a gracious Providence has spared to you one parent, and one so inestimable/
* I trust I know how to appreciate so great a blessing/ replied Yenetia; ' but I should be sorry if the natural interest which all children must take in those who have given them birth, should be looked upon as idle and unjustifiable curiosity.'
4 My dear young lady, you misapprehend me.'
'No, Doctor Masharn, indeed 1 do not,' replied Yenetia, with firmness. i I can easily conceive that the mention of my father may for various reasons be insupportable to my mother; it is enough for me that I am convinced such is the case: my lips are sealed to her for ever upon the subject ; but I cannot recognise the necessity of this constraint to others. For a long time I was kept in ignorance whether I had a father or not. I have discovered, no matter how, who he was. I believe, pardon me, my dearest friend, I cannot help believing, that you were acquainted,